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the windows of an Ogre. The garden belonged
to the boys' High School, and in the school both
the Sklodovskis and the Ogre lived. Even Zosia
was nervous when she had to pass those windows
and lowered her voice to a whisper, telling her
little sister to be quite silent while they tip-toed
past.
Although she was only five, Manya already
knew quite a number of things. She knew that
the Ogre was an ogre because he belonged to die
people who had cut her own country into three
parts and shared them out, like a giant dividing
his spoil with two other giants. She was a Polish
child and the ogre was the Russian Director of
the school in which her father taught Mathe-
matics and Physics. He was there to see that all
the Polish men, women and children pretended
properly to be Russian and Manya knew that
with such people you had to be on your guard,
careful and quiet so as not to be caught.
There was another thing that Manya knew
very well: the country was a lovely place, though
she lived in the town. In the country there were
crowds and crowds and uncles and aunts and
cousins; there was a stream to paddle in and mud
to make mud pies and plenty of sun to cook the
delectable cakes. There was the old lime tree that
seven cousins sat in, eating gooseberries from cool
cabbage leaves. "When she appeared they would
hoist her up to their crooked perch and make a
collection for her from each of the seven cabbage
leaves. In July, Manya was a wild little peasant.